
MRS. BASCOM'S THINGS.
It wae the Jay before Mr«. Bascom's

sals and the accumulation for forty years
wua waiting for It. Forty years in a long
time.long enough for the rootlets of a

u human heart to strike deep and take flrm
hold. Mrs, Biscom was thinking this ac

uhe walked around the yard for the lajt
time. She stopped by a branching maple
«uid luld a ooresilng hand upon it.
"Wo planted tills tr.ee that fir«jt

spring," ahe said loftly to henwlf. "it
wasn't more than a foot high.and we've
grown here together ever since, Ah, me,
It's,hard to transplant old trees."
But there was no help for it. She knew

that. When Col. Bascom died i? became
absolutely necessary to break up th$
home. John, the only son, Uvft<t nw»
but he could not give up his nice new
house to go back to the old place. Sully,
the daughter, lived In St. Louis. Her
tuiaHs*»i«i wan n nroauerous merchant.
and. oft course, moored. Ho there was
nothing left for Mrs. Bascom but to
"break up" and live with her children.
The question of When? Sally had settledIn her own decisive fashion.
"Of course mother will live with mo."

»,he uald. "The daughter.not the
daughter-in-law.Is the proper one to

have the earo of the parents when they
ore old."

Mrs. Bascom shrank n little at this
frank uvowal of lllial obligation. .She
Was an active woman of alxty. .She had
not thought to need "caring for" for ten
years or more.

Hfcr daughter-in-law wan sitting next
to her. She took the withered hand in
hera and stroked It gently.
"As Sully nays, a daughter has the

first claim," she said tenderly; "but I am
sure mother knows that we would be
glad to have,her." And somehow Mrs.
Bascom felt comforted.

- fcJally settled the details of breaking
J up Iq the same summary manner. It

| was her way of doing tilings.
"We'll just make a clean sweep,

mother,' sho said. "There's nothing
worth saving, and we'll sell them all."
Mrs. Bascom was taking things out of

the bureau drawers.
"Don't you think I'd better take the

bureuu with me. duughter?" she asked,
a lixbl.o anxjpusly. It was a mahogany
cheat'of drawers without casters.
"Oh, my, no, mother! I wouldn't have

that lumbering old thing around for anything.I have a handsome untlque oak
dresser In your room, and a chiffonier to
match. You'll have all the drawer space
you can possibly use."
Mrs. Bascom was opening and shutting

the empty drawers aimlessly.
"I've had this bureau for forty years,"

she said, as If to herself. "We bought It
when we went to housekeeping. X "supposeIt Is a little old-fashioned".thoro
was a touch of wounded feeling In her
voice."hut It was considered a line plec«- .1
of furniture In Its day. TJle top-drawer
was father's, arid*the second drawer was
the one I kept ipy baby clothes In; I can

Just see John's little llnen-cambrlc shirts,
trimmed with thread edging, now! Sally,
It seems like 1 would hato to eeli this
bureau."

"I'll take It. mother. and keep It for
you." said Lizzie, quietly.
"Why, Lh&zie," remonstrated her sister-ln-law,"you haven't any room for

It." j
1

"I'll "make room." snld Mrs. John Bas-
com, a little curtly.
The old lady was not much help. Every
article in the house was full of tender
memories to her, and as she went from
me to another, sitting a moment In
"father's chair," and touching this thing
and that, she was clearly giving a goodbyto them all. Such a hold Inanimato
thing* will g»'t upon the affections.
"You wouldn't haw any use for this

new rag carpet, would you. daughter?"
"None In the world, mother."
"I didn't know but you might put it In

Vhe back part of the hOUe<\ 1 took a heap
of pains with this carpet, and nearly
the last thing father did was to bring it
home from t|ie w.-awr's. He to.>1: such
an liitwvr.it in U .when I was making It.
to,Lhecldlur rod don't think you had
baiter put It dyWii in my room, do you,
Sally?"
"Oh. no. mother; it wouldn't be In

keeping with anything in the room. And
then I've just put down a new body
Brussels. 1 don't feel that there l« anythingtoo good for my mother," affectionately.
Mrs. Bascom smiled bn^k bravely, but

she looked wistfully at the carpet, after
all.
And so It went. 1
The things wen* nil sold, and when

Mrs. Baecom started for St. Louis with
her earthly belongings packed In a new
trunk, the was at stripp and detiolate
ata old woman as ever swallowed- her
tears and smiled. It wns as. a grupevine
had..been.prepared for transplanting by
carefully shaking the earth from its
roots and clipping Its tendrils neatly
away.
They did not hear fr.»m her often.

Sally has said she would have all th*
time there was now to write letters, but
lfctter-writing.-for pleasure.had been
crowded out of her busy country life,
and when lerteuro came she was too old to
form a new habit.
Mrs; John Bascom went down to St.

Louis at the time of the fair, nearly n

year after the breaking up. She stayed
three weeks.
The night «he came back she had a

plain talk with her husband.
"John," she said In answer to his In-

qulrles, "mother Is dying of homesickness!'She never makes a complaint, but
she Is Just,an unhappy as she can be.I
kjjow snc 1^.

"Why, Lizzie," John JUscom raised «
shocked face. "You don't mean that
Sally Isn't good to mother?"

"Sally Is Just as good to mother an
she can be; that Is, she in as good to her
as ehe knows how to bo. Hut, John,
Rally ha.s no more understanding <»f old
people's feelings than I have of.French
art. It Is like this: Sally wants mother
to have an easy time; ho oho tak-s her
out of an active country life, full of
cares for other people, and puts her In
her own far-away <ity home, where
there Is not u familiar object, and where
she has absolutely nothing to do.
"Then she expects her to b« happy.

And ll isn't human nature to bo.at
least It Isn't In old people's nature.»

H "I wish you could sou mother's room,
John.IJrussels carpet, lace curtains, elegantrugs and a folding bed. And

RKfc mother Irt horribly afraid of that bed.
thinks she Is going to be folded up In It
some night. Bho wanted Hally to givek^ ii"i a I* 'i. f< ad, but Sally Mid this
matched the set, and was perfectlyI ntfe. Ho mother goes to bed In fear and
trembling every night,Wr "Then, of qoui ll htfl mattrenjWf gets !io cold In the night that her bones
Just ache, and s-he lien there and thinks
how good It would fe»»| to have the
feathers crtftio up around her back. Isn't
that pitiful, John? You know, »h" alwaysslept on feather*. ] ppoke tn
Bally about It, and told her I would got
you ts send her feather bed right down
Hut Hally was quite utlff about It said
she didn't think It best for mother to
uJoep on fmtherr It w»s not healthy.

And then the next day ib« went
down town end bought a down quilt for
mother's b< d paid S-'O for It, Wasn't
that more like her? Hally want* mother
to be happy, but ehe wants her to he
happy In her way."
John bssrom g"t up exolledly,
"I'll I hat to Mir r

to-morrow," !»» f,.ild, find lit* '» Hally
1o gel, her a decent f'hrlalhin bsdsteiuj
to match her set, and I'll pay for n "

"Oh, no, you won't, John Mulhtr
wouldn't have yoti do It fur the world
lint she mlsfes b"r thin I know* We
were crn the «t»<" t one day nnd pn*i"d
by a second-hand *t »r« noticed thut
toother bid 0toppi i. »i'i w»ni book
*h# was standing thsrs looking at the
»<he».t-iroM ftove, nnd tho wet*
i uiMlni dtmtt hsr chteli ih. Ms*ls»
she i.i id, 'bin Is Just like my old "KVfnlngHlar"
John Ilsscom blew his nose vigorously.

, "Uut, John," contlU'-U his wife, "it

== :

FRENCH RECEPTION TOILCTTC

Some of the reception costumes are exceedinglyahowy ana effective thin autumn.The gown Illustrated by our cut
ind taken from Harper's Baaar Is particularlysmart. It Is embroidered with
silver and gold spangles, put around
lozenge-shaped bits of blue mirror vel-
vet, and Nlle*green satin on the short
Jacket, ivhich opens to show a front of

Isn't just the things that mother misses
.it Is the home feeling. Without
meaning to do It, Sally never lets her
lose sight of the fact that she la living
,n her house. Old people llko to potter
iround the house and feel that they an;
Df use. Sally never will let her mother
Jo a thing. She says the servants are

there to do the work, and she wants her
to rest. Ami so she rests until ahe is
tired to death. She says she Just longs
sometimes to get hold of a diehpan full
if dishes.
"Sally had told me before about

mother's putting on a gingham apron
md going Into the kitchen the first
Monday morning to do the dishes, and
let the girl go at the washing, and how
jhe had had to tell her plainly that she
never let anybody interfere with th"
servants' work. Think of making het
feel that she was interfering, when she
ivanted to help. .

'

"One day I was sewing in her room.
She began cutting the scraps into ior>

pet rugs.from sheer force of habit, T
L-ould see. 'I've been doing this all my
lift*.' she said, when 1 luu^hed, 'and I
forgot. It is second nature, 1 suppose,
un«l i to <lo it. l have a nice lot
of white rags that I can't boar to throw
away, because they would make somebodysuch good carpet rags.' '(Jet them
aut,' J «ald, and sew them for my carpet.They ure just what I need.'
"John, you ought to haw seen how Interestedshe was. in ten minutes we

weru in the midst of billows of carpet
rags and an animated discussion of
dyes. Just then Sally walked In.
"Why, mother," Fhesaid, what In the

world are you doing '" 1
"'I'm junt making some carpet raps

for Lizzie, daughter." mother said.dep-
recall ngly. '

"'I think I wouldn't do that sort-«»f
work, here, she said. "The fuzz, gets In
the carpet, and fizzle doesn't really
want them. I know." '

"Vou ought to have seen mother's fane
change.every bit of Interest faded out
of It I felt so porvokPd nt Sully. She
put the rags away and said. "I won't do
it. IT you think I'd better /lot. daughter.
I hadn't anything-else to do.'
"And. John, Sally went down the next

day and got a table cover and some
rope silk and tllosele, and don't know

BOTH \
"«'"tr on. f Id milii. you're drunk "

"At ft «>' r hi' \fould be manTon
n Hi id. 'iit'i. 11> Ik- i^krsh th' hid
gold crnS" nil' »«»<»!« til' ticoiiol cm
Woi kuli both Hvys,'1

! FROM HARPER'S BAZA*

Nile-green eatln partially covered with a

necktie of embroidered net. The skirt
rind sleeves of thin gown are of broche
silk, a blue with large silver leaves. This
design Is from la Compagnle Lyonnalse,
l*arl9.
To wear with the gown Is a hat from

Marescot. It is of velvet plln.se, trimmed
with orange velvet and gold buckle, an

aigrette, and black plumes.

whafalJ, «nd gave them to mother, and
told her ehe thought she would find
that much nicer than sewing rags!
And so poor mother, whose hands are

trained to knitting and darning, and
mending, is laboring now with illosele,
and yearning for carpet rags!"
And John Bascom's heart was yearningfor his mother.
"Lizzie," he said, with a man's helplessness,"what can we do?"
"I've thought It all out, John."
John brigthened. Ho had great confluencein his wife's resources.
"We'll write and usk mother to come

and spend the winter with us. I arrangedthat before I left. And then, if
itIs us 1 think, and mother Is happier

here than there, we'll Just keep her.
and Sally can't help herself. In that
way it will be pleasantly settled, and
nobody will have any feeling."
How easy and natural It seemed.
"I'll go down and see her myself."

John said. "I'm going to Jefferson City
next wppk. anvivav."
And so It was settled.
A few hours-later, as Mr. Bascom was

sinking into slumber, his wife wide
awake, asked, "John, who bought
mother's old 'Evening Star?'"
"Wby-y, Mr. Sam DrJseoll, I think.

I'm not sure. The book will show."
"What book?" t
"Why the account book that the sales

Were nut down In."
"Oh, of course! Where Is It?"
"In the lower part of the bookcase,

with my papers. Why?" ]
"Oh, nothing. Oo to sleep."
A we» k later John Bascom started for

Bt. Louis. He vfus to be gone for four
Jays. These were busy days for Mrs.
Masfom. They had decided to give up
tie; bed room downstairs, and she was
"fixing It up." "Old people don't like to
*lt-ep upstairs," she had said.
During the week she had made sundrytrips In hor buggy, and after Mr.

IJascom had gone she had started <>fr
with the "big wagori"und the 'hired
man. When she returned one day one
would have thought she was going to
start a second-hand furniture store.
The afternoon of the fourth day drew

to a close. Lizzie was putting the liln-
shlng touches to the room.
"They'll he here in a minute," she

j|| !

VAYS.
IIv \JiiJiMt. Wltrn n Mli»r Ml 'fll' lo«l
Ml. h if II 'III. 'I with KlmirtlMi '

I< nfi ii bf 'Mr nil Unit won'

laid. "I'll JuKt have time to loop these
curtains, anil then all will be done,"
and she looked around approvingly.
Well might she approve. It was the fac
simile of Mother Hascom's old room.
On the Hour was a rag carpet that

"father took such an interest in".
bright as when it was made.It had been
on Lizzie's darkened spare room.
In one corner was the old mahogany

bureaUj&nd in the other a walnut bedlU .»1. with hiub, soft feutht^ bed and
home-made counterpane. Near the stove
ptWbd an old, old wash-stand, painted
to imitate mahogany, with a grayish,
mottled top supposed to represent marble.There W.SUJ a hole in it for the
bowl* Over by the window was a small
cherry table. A worn copy of the Testamentand Pnulms lay on it.

It was a chilly afternoon In early
November, and a cheerful lire crackled
in.was it?.yes, |t was really.Mrs.
Hascom's old "livening Stnr." Two
chairs were in frpnt of the stove.one a
low split-bottomed rocker.palnted green
and the other a big brown wooden one.
It was "father's chair."
Lizzie hud looped the last curtain and

waa surveying it critically. "Dotted
muslin would have been prettier," said
she, "but the bleached cotton wus what
mother had. And here they come."
They let her rest awhile In the sitting

room before taking her to her room.
When »he entered it her eyes fell on the
carpet.
"Why, Lizzie," she said, "ain't this

my carpel? Why".she was looking
around the room row-'"Lizzie,there are

n\v things.that were sold. Where did
you B« t them?" Her voice* was tense
iuul almost stern.
"I bought them hack, mother. They

were all In the neighborhood,and everybodywas glad to let me have them 'I
when they knew what I wanted them
for. I thought you would feel more at
home If you hail them.don't you like
them, mother?" a little anxiously.
Mrs. liascom had dropped Into a

chair and covered her eyes with Jier
hand. She looked up now with tears
streaming down her cheeks.
"Like them?" she said. "Why, child,

I've Just longed for these things. I
didn't know how my heart was bound
to therr> or I never would have let them
go. I've tried to make myself feel how
childish It was, and I never told a soul B

how 1 felt. but. oh. Lizzie. I've been so s

homesick for my things Lizzie, I've been f(
Co homesick for my things!"
She went from one thing to another "

with the delight of a child. lr
"How good that bed will feel this h

winter," she s.^Jd. "And here's my lit- ^
tie stand table, too. and.Lizzie, ain't
that my Testament?" Ir

"Yes'm. Jt was In one of those draw- It
era when the table was sold, and we
never knew it."
"And Sally thought ehe«had burned

It up. She bought n»e u nice Oxford Bible,with a lot of maps and Paul's missionaryJourneys In it, but when people
get old they don't seein to care so much
about Studying the Bible as about readingit. And this has so many passages
marked. Here's the text Sister Ann's
funeral sermon was preached from.
and father's.and my little Henry's.
Oh. I'm glad to get this Testament
back."
They were sitting around the Are later.(
"Mother." said John; "I hope you /

haven't forgotten how to knit. I've
been thinking how good a pair of your
warm socks would feel these cold
mornings."

'

Mrs. Hascom turned eagerly to her
daughter. "Is there any yarn in the
house, Lizzie?" n[
"Maybe I can find 8omo." said Liz-

t\f mendaciously. She had bought some 0

tliH day brfore In anticipation of this, vv

"I'll look to-morrow." n
"I'll have you n pair by the last of the ^

week, son. I've noon tlio time when 1
could turn off my sock in u day, but I ,r
reckon I'm a little out of practice, "

now." *

"John.you needn't put mother at work
quite bo Hoon. I want her to help me "

kvltli my blue Htrlpe first."
"Haven't you colored that stripe yet?" ,
"X'm. I don't know how."
"John," said his mother, briskly, "get

me some Prussian blw to-morrow, and
we'll go right at It." Filoselle had been
hard to manage, but she was on famll- n)ar ground now. fi(
Lizzie went about her supper after

i while, and th<» two were loft together.
"So you like It, do you, mother?" said

John, seeing her glance rest lovingly on j.
the familiar objects.
Mrs. Hnsrom had laid a trembling '(j(

hand In his.
"John," she said, brokenly. "I don't n|

feel like I ever enuld leave this room." j.
Tils hand closed on hers. cj
"You never shall," he said. "This Is ,n

pour homo from now on."
John Baprom went to town the next

day and did not return until nearly ni

night. "When he came he went directly t!
!o his mother's room. The door was ajar, gj
Rhe was Pitting In the twilight, tocklnij a

c-ntly. Under the tnble wns a ball of tl
finished carpet raps. She had been readingand the open Testament lay on her r>t

lap. A gray sork. well Into the ?eg, had pi
slipped to the floor. b»
She did not hear him. She was sing- si

Ing softly to tho tune of Hebron: pi
zl

Thus far the Lord hatM |o»l me on. ~j
Thus fnr Ms rare prolongs my days. o|

And every evening" shall make known 3;
Some fresh memorial of hia grace. \

It was her old twilight hymn. hi
He closed the dour gently and went lo b<

Lizzie.
yes." she said, when he told her ^

ibout It. "Mother had one happy day, "

anyway. I can sec thnt she Is glad to ni

jet back to the old neighborhood. 111

"Lizzie," said John, suddenly, "how
lid you happen to have thai yarn here? ['
fou don't knit."
"Mow did you happen to want yarn

locka?" she rotorted. "You don't wear
[horn."
Then they both laughed. Wl

"What do you suppose mother snlrl J11
ibout you Inst night?" ho asked.
"What did she say?" raid Lizzie,cur- K<

lounly.
"She said, 'John, you have a good ..

wife, and she's got a heap of fooling.' "

"And what did you say?" she asked,
irehly, but with bilmmlng eyes.
"I said, She fias so,'" ho nnswerej,

Mnphatlcally. ®.
And then John Hascom did what he

lid not often do except when he came ,,,
lome from th" Mt. Louis fair he kissed .j,
lis wife.Caroline If. Stanley, Id <h» OI
Independent. 0I

A FJBW WMkl ago the odltor was tti
taken with a very si-vero cold that can*»dhim to be fri a most
nlserable condition. It was unloiibledlya bad case of la o
grippe and recognizing It oh dangerous n,
lie took Immediate stops <0 bring about n|
I speedy euro, from Die advertise- u
nent of Chamberlain's Cough Hemedv ni
ind the manv good recommendations n
included theroin, we concluded to make
a first trial of tho medicine. To say that hi
It wa« satisfactory Jn It n Milt*. Is putlingIt Very mildly. Indeed. It noted Ilk"
naglo and the result was a speedy and
ijoinianeiit etiro. Wo have no hesitancy
II recommending thli oxoollunt Cousin
r 11 dy t" «nion# nffll ud with a

ugh nr C.dd In anv form The Haulierof Liberie. Uberlytown, Maryland.The and fi'' "Ut Sizes for tie
uy druggists.

Tt» fi ll Ihr la«»b i» 111 id ill <'i

iiu to fuiotho lite Irritated surfer- m, to
Instantly relieve and to permanently
Mile In the inlsnloii of Detyltt'a Wlleh
1111 v» Polve, Chorlen II. Cloetii®. MirkQl
ind Twdftii »»i "tChatham Hlneiair, j(l

1. h And J itrtvl \ m.
Noheele, No 607 Mailt Blhielj lOxloy
1 it ni, pentt and CSntio vtceotit ilowli n

1. hlgepot a in

All palli banistloU by l»r. ItllcV 1'aln I'llN. P<

Algernon O'Flaherty.Awrevaw.Evanjeellni
trui', my only own, an' I'll skutu fer hom
Monty CrlBty.

'fl DAUGHTER SAVED^
'lie Wonderful Recovery of Miss

Ilattlc King.

Irlclcen to the lied and Upon tl10 Verge
of ImnuXy She t'iiiiiia Uemedy YVheu

Hope Hail Almost Fled-The Kelt Physician*Failed to do Anything for Her,

From the Ithacan, Ithaca, N. Y.
Miss I Initio King, of 04 Humboldt
Ireet, Ithaca, N. Y., who was recently
0 ill that little hope was entertained
)r her recovery, has entirely reg-ained
er health. Her caae is one of unusual
lterest. Following is substantially the
inguago of her stepfather, Charles M.
lurnett, corroborated by that of the

lothcr, in speaking to a reporter of the

Lhacan:

M1SS 11ATTI^ KING.
"Hattio is now 17 years old. A year

5:0 Inst August she began to complain
f dizziness, which became gradually
orae. She suffered excessive nausea

nd attacks of vomiting. There were

ays when she could keep little or nothigon her stomach. Hhe also was trou-
led with kidney disease. ner uiouu

as 00 thin tlmt the drop or two drawn
y the prick of a needle was almost as

dorless as water. She had trouble with
pr heart and often fainted from the
ightest exertion, as upon rising from
d, or from a chair.
"Another bad symptom was a cough,
hlch was so unremitting that It was

le general opinion of our friends that
10 was consumptive. She lost llesh
ipldly. Sometimes she would be conriedto the b<>n for two or three weeks .

len be around again, but only to suffer A .n

relapse.
Aqo

"She was not only a physical wreck,
it her mind was affected, and at times
u» had no realization of what Bho was
sing. We feared, In fact, a complete
lental overthrow and consequent rclovalto an asylum, for although we

id two of the best physlcluns In the
ty, and had tried several proprietary
odlclnes, none benefited her.
"We had read considerable about Dr.
.'illianiH' Pink Pills for Pale People,
ml had ulso heard of some casr-s where
ley had don" good and we decided to
ive tln«m a trial. We purchased some

the drug store of White & Hurdlck, of
ils city.
"Ilattle began to take the pills in tna

lrly pnrt of January of this year. Im
ovementwas noticeable after theflrat

ix bad beon taken. The llrst hopeful
gn 1 noticed was that she did not containof headache. The attacks of dlxnessnlso began to abnte In frequency,
id she ceased to cough. Ono after anher,the distressing symptoms left her.
he took, In nil, nine boxes of the pllln.
t the present time she Is in perfect
pnlth. The alteration in her mind and
>dy la almost past belief.
"I cannot nay enough In praise of Dr.
'iiiiniM' pink Pills, they have saved the S
To of our daughter. We have recomjendedthe pills to a number of friends, jj
nd If thero is any one else who would
Ice the benellt of our experience with
lis remedy, we will gladly answer any
iqulrles."
tatc of New York,

Tompkins County, as.

Charles M. Jlurnett being duly sworn

lys he I* tho atop father f Hattlo King,
id resides at No. 94 Humboldt street.
the city of Ithaca, and that the forelingIs a true report of his statement,

CHARLES M. HURNETT.
Subscribed and sworn to before nif
ay H. 1897.
C. it. WOLCOTT. Notary Public,
In and for Tompkins County, N. Y.
Dr. Wlllltna' Pink Pllla for Palo Penecontain all the elements necessary to
ive new life and richness to the bloo^l
id restore shattered nt"rvea. They are
dd In boxes (never In looae form, by
ie dozen or hundred) at f>0 crnta a box,
alx boxca for 12 f»0, and may be had
all drur.glata or directly by mall from

r. Wllllama' Medicine Co., Schenec
4<ly, N. Y.

Itn KNEW IIP:ASH, ASV WAY. .

Richmond Times: At Centorvllle, Ky.,
ie other day# Captain J« R. Htndman, 2.
>mlnee of th" smind money Democraoy
that state for the position of clerk o?

mp ..r 14lp< il «, K"t Into .in ni'Mti
(fiit with a idlver man, who claimed
lat good prices did not prevail.
"Why, don't you admit that wheat l:i
Igll?" lie was naked.
"Yes," he answered.
"And are not cattle high?*
"Yes."
"And in not lobacco IiIkIi?"
"Yea."
"And ta not corn high7'*
"Yes," wna Ida reply.
"Are not sheep high?"
V

" a».» not hogs high?"
"Yes," drawled the silver man, "bui
en beans I it felling awful InIV; n

inner sold me a peck for a dime toly."
IIiii l«IrA i llicit N*lvf,

The Ik mi salve In the world for ruts,
ill .i n. mit-iM, libera. a ill i Ileum, fever
roa, tetter, oftappsd handri, chllldaltH,
irns and nil skin eruptions, mid p,.Mlvelycures piles, or no pay required. 11
guaranteed to give perfect antlafac

»> » » money i» fi»ndei1, Price 2ft cenlf
ir bo*, Tor sale liy Doguu Drug Cu a T

» O'Hoollhan, aw revuvv. I go ter seek do gulden Klondike nugget. r«
a an' claim yer uu me bride e» twoa es 1 can iilaou at yer feet de wealth of

ON THE BAY.

*y, Chilly, don't you wlsht all dls water wuz rum?'*
law."
'ausc why?"
'auae It 'ud bo bay rum."

SADLYSMITTEN.^
/£k

ry.Why have you stopped visiting Miss Sllversldes? I thought you hi!
en badly struck by her beauty.
lphuft.No, I was .struck by her father.

~CHOLLY COMMENTS ON NATURE.
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ly ffawKe, what ft queeah hatmilces cwclehuro a fwa&.

^ I
/^w 3?

SS61
-~.**»-'- Hi- U.IT

Haw gwaccful ft jump.\
, HI,.in-f

* $$m.jhJZ^wj^k.
hundthlll


